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For though my nature rarely yields

To that vague fear implied in death j
Nor shudders at the gulfs beneath,

The howlings from forgotten fields ;

Yet oft when sundown skirts the moor
An inner trouble I behold,
A spectral doubt which makes me cold,

That I shall be thy mate no more,

Tho' following with an upward mind

The wonders that have come to thee,
Thro* all the secular to be,

But evermore a life behind.

xut

I VEX my heart with fancies dim :

He still outstript me in the race J
It was but unity of place

That made me dream I rauk'd with him*

And so may Place retain us still,
And he the much-beloved again,
A lord of large experience, train

To riper growth the mind and will:

And what delights can equal those
That stir the spirit's inner deeps,
When one that loves but knows not, reaps

A truth from one that loves and knows?

IF Sleep and Death be truly one,
And every spirit's folded bloom
Thro' all its intervital gloom
In some long trance should slumber on ;
Unconscious of the sliding hour,
Bare of the body, might it last,
And silent traces of the past
Be all the colour of the flower: